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Summary 


title Winter Trails 
author Peter Skeet 
source https://www.wattpad.com/story/9841461 
published November 14th, 2013 
updated February 8th, 2020 
words 13,451 
chapters 98 
status Complete 
rating Unknown 
Complete, Featured, Humor, Literature, Nature, Poetry, Romance, 


tags Spiritual 


Description: 

Winter Trails is an album of my poems, journeying through late fall when the 
wire of the trees begins to dominate, till the end of January. After promoting it 
and it soaring to three quarter million reads, Wattpad unceremoniously 


dumped it. Here it still is though. 


1. Winter Trails 


(This is the Inner cover and dedication to my father — 
move on to the next section for the first, actual, poem.) 


What my father said in his poem ’February’ comes to 
mind: 


‘If you were there and only if you looked 


you saw it. ’ 


2. Coffee-break 


Cold stream of air, 
clear, raw sky, rare 
wisps and little shrouds 
or shawls of clouds 
fast fleeting, 


low sun lancing, 
screened less 
by intervening 
trees’ unleaved undress. 


I stand in fleece 
and boots, out back 
a breath, a break 
of afternoon, the stir, 
to mark the slide away 
of bright and shivering day. 


3. Benighted 


I drive by 


offering-spheres of streetlight, 
sparse-sensual, shivering, 
ragged-night-dressed, 
vulnerable, whispering, 


‘I still love you.’ 


I stop and take 
my laptop 
from the boot. 


Gibbous moon 
by golden-oak. 


A boy peers out 
of lighted windows, 
nose to glass, 
puzzling what keeps me 
standing in the dark.... 


4. Living with it. 


Meditation 
seizes darkness: 


“Be still at the nadir! 
Go nowhere!” 


Futility is the key 
to sighs when 


reverie is privileged 
to roll away 


the dull glaze 
from leaves 


in antic wind, and 
Fair-folk tug 


your sleeve, tripping 
you into song, their 


games to renew, 
sweets to provide. 


5. The Main Event 


Changes are the character of it: 
games of providence and sustenance. 


You run; I pant and die 
up the hill to be nearer you. 


We have come to that country of the superb 
the whole year has been leading up to; 
and there will never be anything so beautiful. 


So let’s shout at each other, 
make the woodland ring. 
It’s not only trees who do Drama. 


Oh, yes, these leaves are pinned to our eyes individually; 
and the driving is scary in near-dark.... 


6. Soft Sift 


The deficit of tears is being repaid 
(a book and I in struggle far from end) 
the bedrock of all days is being relaid 
(though she is neither lover now nor friend). 


The gold, the bronze, the copper, brush and wire 
in deep November splash their best display, 
slow-littering trails to winter’s gateway pyre 
in autumn’s grate blaze up, spark-shower and fray. 


Of troubled love I spell an ancient tale, 
though seasons spill me out upon the way, 
(this is the moment she moved in with me) 
of beauty that must flame in time and stray 
the pastel zenith of futurity — 
bright leaves melting candid from a tree. 


7. Return 


I have returned to myself through street-lit 
twig silhouettes, raking star crevasses, 
from cloud-banked shrouds which comfort winter’s bed, 
a shadow-being sliding through masses 
of barred shadows, unhaunted,untormented, 
to find myself dark and untenented, 
untidy, dissolute and badly fed — 
and no one now not to put up with it. 


Neither bitter nor numb, just emptiness 
rebelling at the task, ill-discipline 
can hardly bear to stir to fill a line 
to raise the roof-tree on a new address. 
Her monuments fill all my valleys now — 
leave them to overwinter in the snow 


8. Catch! 


A bright, cold day and autumn blazes on 
and not a gale to blow the dream away; 
wet road, a dazzling ribbon under sun, 
lolling a low noon, stabbing spear at play. 


From the broad planes a single leaf unlaces 
spin-sails its palmate path to my windscreen 
Deep dew moisturizes, glues in their places 
not to fall, to fail, to let down the team. 


This is the secret alchemy of Ra 
naming that single leaf and all its way. 


“Oh, but North winds will blow,” the fishers say. 
“You better put a blanket in your car, 
buy a sledge; get your shovel from the shed; 
or just give up and breakfast in your bed.” 


9. Weather Report 


1 Came the dawn 


Grey wet, no snow. 
Last night: “Gritters go!” 
False alarm; morning’s warm; 
leaves hang flat calm; 
no north winds blow. 
Told you so. 


2 Get up: fill cup. 


Yesterday was treading air, 
today’s wrung out and blue. 
Once again I have to learn 
to do with me and only me 
and not to do with you. 


3 Elevenses 


Sun struggling to top the neighbour yews, 
silverpointing beech boughs that only now 
stir freely in a clean, cold wind, 
scattering 
foreign, orange leaves 
on my gravel — 
from next door’s sapling. 


4 Lunch time — calm again 


On the lesser of my apple trees, 
well spaced, among sticks of boughs 
down to their last few fingers of leaves, 
hung four small, unrotted apples — 


sweet lunch, appealing 
with cheddar cheese. 


5 Out to work — Light failing 


Oh, the dark lines strongly re-emerging now 
and held against them, deep anguish of colour, 
a lingering cloak of gesture’s winter sway 
whose drama waits a gale-denouement. 


10. Unreasons to be Cheerful 


Rashers of raw cloud Southwest, 
behind (frankly) tatty, speckled 
camouflage nets of planes. 


On examination these trees are filled 
with invisible children, only apparent 
by their tan leather gloves, waving wildly 
as they jump up and down on tip-toe. 


Ian Dury is singing 
“(Part) one, two, three.” 


Skies cloud; they clear; and cloud again. 
If all is clear Venus and Jupiter 
will dance westering farewells 
and a Blue Fairy may come to jumping Jiminy. 


Night can’t decide. Stars. Yes? or No? 
Jack Frost is drinking in The Plough. 


11. Frost and Fire 


Spiders dead at their posts 
in white lace and macrame 
draped between railings. 


Grass steeped in crystal brittle, 
crust-topped hedges, banks bearing 
the white exhalation of the icy titan; 


and yet a flat calm — 
complete preservation. 


Under this fiery sun 
not a leaf dares to fall from grace, 
not one in all my journeying 
along clean roads 
of the swept museum. 


Dazzling remnants of carnival — 
sequin-leaves 
much more revealing 
than attempting to cover 
taut, dark limbs — 
still as waxworks in a diorama. 


My country clients come 
to drag me in 
away from their birch trees 


who stand in pale make up 
and diaphanous dresses, 
exhibitionist adolescent party girls 
the late morning-after, 
mascara run, 
frocks cutely crumpled. 


Hazels have hung out catkins 
to wave in winter’s face, but 
waive winter even they cannot. 


12. Sun and Games 


The sun plays games with darkness, 
chiaroscuro branches; shadow deepens: 
in wait for twilight, sucking out colour 
as quick as a child with a boiled sweet 
from the last of autumn’s unbuttoned rags, 


while the sun lies on his couch 
washing clouds with a cold longing, 
tinting streams of sky where thin gars 
glaze the horizon, contemplating Venus. 


No longer in agony, nor blessed 
by dandelions, accommodate zeal 
and zest for life and love, this winter road 
to undergo, in deep, bold reinventions 
beneath the rim of fortune’s wheel. 


13. Atop The Hollow Hill 


Berries remain on the rowan, now; 
maples hang clusters of fat seeds, here. 
Birches, stripped to the twig capillary, dance 
delicate divisions, tipped with catkins. 


The meaning of growth is laid bare, 
consequences of our gestures 
charactered: the comic, grotesque, or tragic. 


These outliers catch our eye beyond 
upreaching inhabitants of the interior. 


Two ravens circle in the sky — 
airy, yearning feather-saws fly 
where once a you walked with an I. 
Two ravens circle darkening wood. 


Once a ’nevermore’ was ’would?’ 
and life was good. 


14. Calm Prevailing 


The tiniest of flies 
flying straight by 
still skeletons of groundsel 
in a battered wheelbarrow, 
over little virid weeds, spread 
flat against the peat, again 
released from morning frost. 


Although flagstones bite 
at stockinged feet, 
air on hands and face is 
warmed by a lolling disc 
crowning the neighbours house 
across the way 
with impenetrable dazzle. 


15. Winter 


The stars were deep in darkness 
when I unlocked my home; 
the dust of our great galaxy 
was Shining like a bone; 
The Plough looked sharp and lethal; 
Orion’s belt was tight: 
without a cloud this evening 
tomorrow’s crusted bright. 


Down roads robing dusk round, 
I drove out to my work, 
ill fated, evil hearted, 
my thoughts a wicked dirk. 
But let them not take carriage 
and smash it into sticks, 
skidding off the roadway, 
cursing as it hits. 


Give me back my legions! 
Ghosts march by my side. 
Give me back my troubadours! 
I’m sailed on this high tide; 
for what streams in the firmament 
is hate and bitter pride, 
omnipotent delusions 
with death to coincide. 


Bring on the cold. Its glinter 
may make me fear that dark; 
and drive it from my centre, 
return to me, my spark. 
Though I must remember, 


yet need I to forget: 
the dark horse travels fastest 
where love might linger yet. 


16. Winter Tale 


I hadn’t long moved in and he spoke out 
across the fence where kitchen doors faced off 
and ended up — his little girl with my 
three on the bouncer while — we drank red wine 
in the long June evening talking freely, 
his ears and nose of studs and eyebrows too 
his cocky, corded pride in martial arts, 
trouble with his ex, access to his kid, 
the first time she’d been round there for two months, 
a single man within a council house. 

“Could run a wire over from my Sky box.” 
“How would I switch that?” 

“You’d see what I see.” 
“Thanks but no thanks.” Extravagances 
of gesture or nothing was his friendship. 
A coach bolt to secure a post. “Here y’are!” 
and back to chatting bright across the fence; 
but otherwise he withered by himself. 
We'd say, “Come over!” but he never did 
while I was with my Catherine so snug. 
Just after Christmas, enemies kicked in 
his front window, rampaged in whirlwind style 
and beat his head badly while yet in bed 
dead-drunk probably, then they vanished fast. 
His jaw was wired and then re wired again 
several times and yet was never right. 
I hardly saw him once a month. Recluse? 
Absentee? The council thought the latter 
and moved to evict. The garden a tip; 
inside probably the same. Time ticked out. 
“T’m not long for this world, Pete. Never mind.” 


He looked a mess, the jaundice in his face 
his gums receded, teeth loosening fast, 
talking now of getting into Rehab. 

His mother came to move out most his stuff. 
“Leave me out a ladder for the dish, Pete.” 

I did but the dish is still there. He’d gone. 
muttering of sleeping wintry streets 
(though surely his own mother took him in). 
Nearly a year by from that big assault, 

is all it took to drink himself to that. 

He left a Christmas card inside my porch. 

I wonder if he’s still alive out there, 

took Rehab, found a place — or liver failed? 
He was a proud man; never sought for help. 
Insisted he was fine with what he had 

and drink and pride bravado-deep is all. 
That was last winter. Now it’s a sad tale. 


17. Damp and Grey 


Grey and damp, damp and grey: 
this is the pattern of today. 
Though wind bark a bit, 
within his kennel sits, 
doesn’t want to play. 

It’s a little colder; 
we are all one day older, 
when it’s damp and grey. 


Grey and damp, damp and grey: 
how this autumn leaks away. 
Names suffer change, 
deeper estranged. 

Little more to say. 

Grow a little colder; 

let the season moulder 
when it’s damp and grey. 


Grey and damp, damp and grey. 
Head-up to see the day: 
weeping-willow yellowing on 
yew is strong. 

Be all as it may — 
back to the workaday, 
while it slips away 
damp, damp and grey. 


18. | think... 


I think (sometimes) time 
does work backwards; 
jigsaw-puzzling, 
fragment-spinning 
unlikelihoods, vase shards 
self-assembling , 
plastering smiles, 
erasing facial scars. 


Stands as never-ever-was, 
palmed happenstance, 


three Norns looking 
for missing pieces 
under a sofa, 
scandalously dirty there, 


lovers kissing under a moon. 


Poetry does it all the time, 
routinely performing miracles; 
but why (do fools fall in love) 


and why, we ask... 
but sleep for answers, 


one day may 
deceive into 
fulfillment. 


W.C.W. The Poem as a Field of Action. ‘We’re not putting 
the rose, the single rose, in the little glass vase in the 


window—we’re digging a hole for the tree—and as we dig 
have disappeared in it.’ 


19. Down on the Sidewalk. 


So blindingly 
the red light and the blue 
and the violet flashing too, 
of The Three, 
clustered round a narrow corner, 


two paramedics in bulky jackets 
and equipment galore 
about the place, 


body down on the sidewalk — 
resuscitation? — 
and the heavy blanketing? 


Follow in the queue, 
round the obstruction, 
past that silent scream of lights, 


while a policeman standing, hands 
in pockets, looks you over 
in the zoo cage 
of your little glass enclave, 
as all idle workmen 
and road-menders do. 


20. She's Gone - Or Has She?* 


Those avenues nearby doing their thing, 
showing all in orgiastic bleakness, 
which in too little time will be licked-up 
and swallowed richly into our winter. 


It’s the people, the dogs, the birds steal scenes, 
though we marvel at stained sky between twigs. 
in Breughel’s Hunters. But we are inured 
by then. Now is the shock, the EpiPen. 


Ah, trees by rail-line are yet clothed in shades, 
communicate digital silhouettes 
as you drive out to work: ’Don’t desert me!’ 
These birches yet hold shivering fragments. 


Cloaked in your tears, the almost forsaken, 
while you absorb stark messages of arms. 


*That’s Autumn for you. 


21. Taking Stock* 


Back, as sharp as ever, stocktaking, brazen 
but just in case the jets up early have covered 
the sky in contrails, distracting us with tic-tac-toe 
so we forget to wag our finger at the stranger. 


Now we know where we are again. 


No respecter of hangovers, 
nor malingering idleness, 
she notes that there is still plenty of showbiz — 
how these high kicking musicals run and run 
in defiance of the pundits! 


And though chain stores fail, 
streets half boarded up and stark 
still small thriving family firms trade on: 


their gold glittering in the cold day, 
the glib fat clusters of seed 
and the blood colours of the berry banks. 


*the Sun 


22. Buddy 


Trees aren’t bare; 
they’re cuddly: 
pull down any branch; 
it’s buddly. 


At the flourish of each dark gesture 
are fingers tipped with bombs 
to detonate when the spring comes. 


Bare trees, schmeez! 
Stripped for action! 
Just bide a while 
for satisfaction. 


Ah. Amuse yourselves. 
Do something with elves 
(like Christmas and New Year) 
Then get down and squabble — 
fight with axes through the sheer 
grey slog of February’s hard bubble, 
cabin-fever to consume you. Why! 


It’s spring will really make you cry. 


23. O Christmas Tree 


Wrapped up extravagantly in arctic 
blue-white lights, a front-garden new-fangled 
Christmas-tree, a winter-cherry sculpted 
out intensively, so pixelated, 


where last year a low-res firefly-like drape 
traced out a delicate dot-line drawing, 
an outlier in the best selective 
suburban vein — Undying Lands. 


I pass through harsh junctions and roundabout 
and come to garish walls, red, white and blue, 
where jerking arm waves young December on. 


It is the season now, vox populi, 
majority declare it so, and so 
a single malt will sing while big bills blow. 


24. Featureless 


Only a snapdragon, drawn and pale 
I am tempted to say, today, 
as the hedge remains tidy and quiet. 
All that is not withering conserves itself: 


the insect world no longer flaunts, 
blank sky, (bird flocks have other venues) 
minimum traffic distracts — I have no 
idea what has smitten all dogs dumb. 


There does remain the question of myself, 
in all this sensory deprivation 
What am I expecting? Poetry? Comfort? 


Why have I brought you out here in cold damp, 
except to find ourselves a moment at a loss 
at the dead end of a summer habit? 


25. Nought* 


Reading ’The Monk’ as I have to, 
lying on bed, but truth-telling, 


remembering your voluptuousness 
and what we did with it, 


I go downstairs to get the kitchen clean. 
The vaulted sunlight’s given way to rain: 


a rain that leaches out my hate; 
a rain that covers dearth of tears. 


Scimitar of moon outfaced 
by Venus — never such a one I saw before; 


and all the little huffs of cloud that proudly 
pass and veil between — 


ah, these are thee and me and all. 


But give me much more mutability. 
Let now me smear these sorrows in 


volcano ribs racked with extra chili, 
company of my sweetest baby. 


‘Nought may endure but Mutability’ — PB. Shelley 


26. Astir 


Morning brink, 
clouds delicate pink 
the inside lip 
of smooth sky-shell; 


but sky’s astir: 
high gulls blow over, 
lone hawk helix scuds and how 
rattled trees bow. 


A fresh-stirred, ruffling grey 
suppressing guffaws 
that in highlands ransack and strew. 


Bird-flocks twist and loosen; 
a crow must struggle 
to keep her aim true. 


27. Moonring* 


Ague bitter 
(drink up, wrap up) 
in the chill wind. 


Yet shiver and look. 
Rising over misery, 
polarised serenity, 


rim-mountain crags 
on a singing moon, dusting 
a ring of stippled light: 


speckled perfection — 
pluck it from the sky; 
wear it on your finger — 


sigh. For one show, 
Venus, bright as she is, 
can’t touch this. 


* 5th December 2013. Not a ring round the moon but the 


‘back’ outline of the dark part clearly 


visible, though 


thinner and weaker than the crescent, which looks like the 
front of the ring, bulging to moonstone — ‘wear it on your 


finger’. 


28. Haunted House 


To entertain a dreary day away 
while troops of trees hold up hard hands 
out there, taken prisoners of winter, 
thorns berry-bloody in their own barbed wire, 
I, a prisoner of this haunted house 
held in part by the inclement weather 
and by studious tasks laid upon me, 
note sometimes when I’ve turned the heating off 
I hear the whirring of the boiler plain 
go down, to find it switched back on again. 
Sometimes when I’m writing in the kitchen — 
those bumps above. There. By the sound of it, 
on the landing at the top of the stairs. 
What creaks and taps and steps and clicks at night; 
and as for a plucking of guitar strings 
where they lie on the top bunk of the room 
which was also Catherine’s study, well, 
yes, now I leave that light on all night long. 
Catherine once felt a soft hand brush her hair 
and someone tugged her apron by the sink. 
Only two days ago my daughter saw 
a grey shape entering the living room 
from the hall door and vanish into air. 
To cap it I might tell of the deep night 
nearly a year ago, when Catherine’s kids 
and mine all in the house, the two girls 
in that same end bedroom both woken by 
a bright light through the door crack spilling in 
and a bulged child-sized silhouette standing 
for more than a minute, though I doubt it 
was more than a boy outside the door, asleep, 


and his shadow cast across the bookcase. 

The girls wouldn’t have that. Surprising 

they didn’t appear terrified, nor I 

to be here, yet “Let’s respect my guitar,” 

I tell the invisible lingerers, 

“Tam ’The Other’. You now just goose-bumps.” 


29. Saturday Black Edges 


There, framed as I drive by to shop, 
the birches, the beeches, all black silhouettes, 
claim the water-colour after-sunset sky, 
streaky of red and blue and blue-steel grey. 
Wheeling in this theatre, a small flock 
of starlings, as if imprisoned in a screen 


vision lost at traffic lights. A dim man 
pulling a wheeled duffle bag — 
something, a stroke, a subnormality, 
a godawful-life took it out of him, 
the way he shuffles across, beckoned 
on frantically by minders, all younger than I. 
I almost want to cry but I tell Ursula. 


It is so dark at five. Then later on 
walking the wet, broken paving 
crazed more by hedge-shadows 
this warm December evening out. 


I don’t know what it is that maddens. 
I am deluged with the momentary 
in this easy locality. I can’t sit in my skin 
tonight, Dadda, on your birthday. 


30. Dragon 


Driving out to Bickerton, 
dazzled through thorn hedges 
sky slated with grey 


upon a bed of cold blue, 
smoke turbulent with grey-wisps, 
ashen pillows lining the horizon. 


On lee-side sunny banks, 
in surreptitious stands 
or splendidly flaunting 
in the middle of a clodded field, 


autumn in December 
offers a leathern poignancy, 
bronzed and browning. 


As the wood rolls up, 
dark under skyline, 
their tarnished golds 


among the reddish brush 
and the patchwork evergreen, 
dredged memories 
acknowledge simply 
every year is like this; 


variety not conformity 
surprises us — the deep 
familiarity of a loved face. 


Masks 


A far hawk reveals herself a raven. 


Saw-fringes past us, 


flips and plays, 
diving to her home-wood. 


It is a dragon evening; 
and from his long, low, oblate 
and orange jaws, 
the entire Western sky 
is immolated.... 


31. Two Flora and two Fauna 


Golden-green dream of a tree, 
this churchyard weeping-willow 
leaves lanceolate assagai blades 
strewn a wide wind-wake away, 
and yet now, there, loosen and slip 
beyond breeze-rocked withies 
and long, outreaching arms, 
which are far from emptied. 


Sentinel by the library, one birch 
still freckles a twigged interstitial 
with coppery irritability. 


A great grey heron sails 
over the row of global banks — 
a strange, sedate, ungainly grace, 
her neck hose-folded, S-shaped, 
retracted. “What?” her eye says, 
looking down on me with hardly 
a tilt, on a ‘need to know’ basis. 
‘It’s a town centre. I’m a UFO 
You ain’t seen me. “ 


32. Renewing 


Let me dream more often 
of my loved dead. 


Let them dislocate the middle of the night 
so that I wake and stagger not knowing 
where or when I am — 
yet buzzing with who I am. 


For they fill the morning after 
(damp, grey, featureless though it may be) 
with shining contentment. 


In humming idleness I potter and waste 
the hours, shamelessly, 
on little attentions, 


until a deadline incites me 
to meet it. 


33. Keys 


Ambient grand 
the repertoire of fingers 
is remembered 
hand to keys to hand, 


first by-passing consciousness, 
as much of our life, it’s true, 
possesses us, 
using our senses for 
oh so many purposes; 


and we learn when to intervene 
(repression is our veto) 


and when to just let be, 
allow the notes or words or brush float free, 
the jingle sing itself in jollity. 


34. Dark 


Dark night, dark day 
inside and out: 
I have no shout 
nor Say. 


Faint, echoed rage, 
old hate 
to ruminate 
upon a page, 
an after-ache 
of agony, 


they lie in wait 
to ambush late 
when all is stilled; 


and early churn 
when no bird yearns 
from a sweet bill. 


The iron band 
in belly burns 
cold yet — 


though I met 
my own terms 
to the very ampersand — 


one good day 
be it as it may 
Cannot naysay 


this blank, this grey, 
from shadow play 


on stage midwintering 
in bad light failing. 


35. Carpe Fenestram 


A flat packed ’window’? Here. 
Sign at the door — scribble on his little screen — 
very small postman in very odd hat. 


WTF? 


Inside when slit by Stanley, package: — 
jigsaw puzzle of wood and one little glass panel 
with tube of glue: 


“Window of Opportunity.” Ooh! 


Well, something to give the kids to do 
on a dark day over Christmas, maybe, 
in a week or two. 


‘Self assembly’ — well, that’s a joke, spoke 
too early as the thing slid out of plastic and string 
the pieces rising up... 


I staggered and tripped back onto the sofa 
in horror, 
seizing a book from the shelf 
(remembering ’Hell Raiser’) 
to throw; 
but, no 
the thing was doing its thing, 
rotating, interlocking, 
the tube a whir a squelch a dollop, 
running an edge, dotting a flange — 
and there, 


flopped to the carpet silent, 
among the litter of its wrappings 


the tube still, oozing one bead, 
already solidified, 

and the finished window 

the size of a tablet, 

a little more ornate, 

(No, dear. Not the ones you swallow!) 
flat and quiet. 


Put down the book — 
’A Field Guide to the Little People’ — 
pick up the window. 
Well? 


You hold it in your hands. 
Look through. 
You never can tell... 


36. Willow Window 


Will these trees decorate the solstice? 
Willows and birches, waving wildly 
on an ugly bank 
by a community centre 
across from Asda*? 


Rain plashes on my phone screen, 
as intrepid I bring you 
under relentless, but 
moderate precipitation, 
from a leaden sky, 
yawning listlessly and fretfully by, 


that birch leaves tumble sideways and 
loosed willow-lances spin, some helicoptering 
crashing roadway and shooting along 
in the wet slipstream, 
tyre-tread spattering wake 
of unceasing traffic. 


*Walmart in USA 


37. Winter's Door 


Mid-December afternoon:— 
out in the sun in a shirt 
despite a stiff breeze. 


Sitting at table, this is the life, 
coffee in my garden once again, 


old snapdragon spinning yarns, 
cream by green, sleepy privet; 
apple trees, empty, wait in their buds. 


Now I see, outlined, that 
immaterial arch, Janus atop it, 
winter’s door. Step through. 


38. Good Children 


I look in the dark cupboard for Christmas 
locate the ’tree’ box and the bauble-bag 
Thrust my noddle in again to check — oh, out quick. 
I’d gone in the wrong year, feel very sick 
at heart; the whole world flickering you in. 
Then I bulb my head right through — weird-time gone. 
It was a taste, a being, a presence; 
it was a place alive — now parallel. 


Up late I note they left that bag out — sigh. 
Tidying away at last of day, find 
three decorations have been left inside. 
Wooden things. Ah. I think I understand. 
I recognise, without nostalgic track, 
those special offerings my kids put back. 


39. Cut off. 


Alone at the mercy of a dumb phone, 
malware crazily spinning through menus, 
landline and broadband down, cut off from friends, 
children returned to mother for the week, 


you gone for good (eight months), no calling halt 
to the brave new world of down to the bone, 
this work-week thin and new year looking bleak, 
but down the road, mild out to buy bitter. 


My favourite clients gave me a single malt 
again, twelve year old spirit fire-water; 
and let’s see if the malware will leave be 
while I type up this, my bad joinery. 


Then let me have some early Christmas cheer, 
and water down this whiskey with strong beer. 


40. A Winter Waking 


As I half doze, I watch the sun fill 
broad, feathery brushes 
of winter-flowering grasses 
in Cambridge University 
botanical gardens decades ago. 


Stumbling up to freshen mouth, 
the bands of blind are shining blonde, 
and pulled aside, 
sharp sun fragments 
dazzle in little mirrors of leaves 
on the hedge top below. 


Beautiful blue, brushed by winter trees 
to a white wash above roof-lines... 


Oh, these gifts, 
within and without, that meet 
in shout 
that life is sweet 
and joy’s redoubt 
stands yet, 
a sun-drenched bastion. 


41. Sunset December 17th 


And the darkening hemisphere, 
there, painted with bright lines, 
here, dusted, washed or glazed 
over tints and shades of clouds; 


slate-faced east, 
cold north, battleship-hulls, 


blues and greys, 
pinked to a grudging warmth, 


thin, veiling lace above, 
grazed with rose, 


and, in the southwest, 
a strange, rich orange, 


devoured by wounded eyes. 


These winter trees in sharp 
yet delicate fractal silhouette 
playing gestalt tricks with sunset, 


enhanced by back-light, 
and enhancing 


remote, yet twig-entangled beauty. 


42. Expecto BT 


I hear the blessed doorbell well today. 
Sometimes, you know, the inner chimes 
of tinnitus wrap it in a demotic ignorance. 
An engineer to tell me that my line is up? 


I turn out sharpish, trundle down steep stairs 
step through the unlocked door, keyless, to see 
from out the bubble of my secure porch 
two fat ladies, like interfering aunts. 


“Oh, ’can the dead come back to life again?’” 
one offers helpfully, waving pamphlet: 
“The Bible says...” Lacking wand I wave hands: 


“Expecting BT...” I utter through glass. 
Alas, though dark Jehovah shall not pass, 
it seems BT has left me on my ass.... 


They said three days. Later an engineer did call to 
estimate Monday by the latest. It was fixed in early 


January... 


43. Inclement 


A poem comes leaping from 
the cracks in hectic days 
from the white walls of cloud-burst gale, 
street-lit crazy sprays 
spattering and rocking the parked car, 
random mischief of a near-ugly crowd, 
where I wait for as long as it takes... 


comes sluicing from a pan of warm water 
over windscreen ice 
under blue skies innocently kicking 
a few small clouds along, 
the sun whistling down, a whizz-bang, 
landing in more grey murk 
when shivering rain explodes. 


44. Autumn Ends in Summer Sun 


Noon sun shines low, diffuse through cloud; 
a white crevasse of light 
gathers itself again into a blinding ball 
gilding soaked surfaces, gifting 
a mirrored virulence to damp roads. 


That breeze, which gently animates the hedge 
has sheepishly returned 
and so I sit as ever did with cup 
upon a child’s cagoule upon a chair 
to bring you this — you who never flee 
the nets of words I cast upon this scene 
(as grieving siren traumatises by). 


The solstice now is but one day away; 
yet here at autumn’s end 
I still pretend 
to summer’s Fisher-throne. 


45. Winter Starts in Spring Sun 


‘Midwinter spring is its own season’ 


From the dawning sprung 
the sun today while I lazed 
its sweetest hours, 
a blue with high hazed 
fair-weather, rag-rolled clouds. 


A brass band plays 
Morrisson’s lobby, mellow timbre: 
All things bright and beautiful.‘ 
People too warm in winter coats, 
smile and mill and smile again 
in slow dance of laden aisles. 


"Slam in the lamb’ and we head 
for the hills while it does. 


Driving into unbearable brightness 
as if the golden dazzle would consume 
alveoli kindling of stark trees 
and then transmute us all in its alchemic rage, 
the whole world its crucible. 


Ah, I learn I ’grieve it on its way’ 
as shadows leap, and even empty 
hedgerows bring some flickering relief. 


Chiaroscuro, silhouette, sun-pool, shadow 
as the road snakes and villages drift by 
from blue horizon and back to it. 


There a rusted tree retains 
curled and cracking leaves; 


a hill crest loses us in fire; 

evergreens are sombre sentinels; 

a broad-winged buzzard stalls above a copse — 
everything sharp, so clean 

as high a resolution as summer ever was. 


On Raw Head hill the wind’s on edge, 
and resonates a roaring dialogue 
with trees. Winter high halls blow through us 
but the holly and the ivy 
guard our green cave chapel. 


Within the deep dark chancel, the far light 
falls weakly on this sandstone wall. 
It is so still white noise cascades. 


Emerging in an infancy, we stand 
in mediation by the wooded slope, 
which drops down to the fields below. 
We’re lost in light, 
fine-netted in the birches, roseate. 


Climb back to the serrated wind, 
razor flailed, dragon tongued — 
we leave it on the hill behind. 


"Now goeth sonne under woode; 
me rewes, Marie, thy fair roode.‘ — 


but back down on the plain I have it 
rear-view mirror now and again — 
bright ball barred with dark cloud 
in a sky slating over from the west. 


Later, I come out with a colander of King Edwards 
into a deep blue... The feast is good. 


46. Solstice Night and Solace 
Dawn 


Cannot go into that Orkney tomb 
to sit with bones of the clan 
this wintering night when northern world 
bows its head away from the sun, 
Gawain on the block to the Green Knight’s stroke, 
the nick of time’s forgiving, 
as the lumbering ox-cart turns, locked 
in her track, in the deep-pooled mud-ruts, 
on the gravel bottom of a gravity 
along that buried road, 


nor be born again in dazzling light, 
dawn sun transfixion perfectly aligned, 
by midwiving tomb-builders 
inciting one sitting of ghost-dreams bereft. 


No, 


this solstice summary will seek no bliss, 
lacking the simpler solace of your kiss. 


47. Early December 22nd 


1 Flashbackflesh 


In all the bare, blue plunge of rue-you-through — 
the two of who? My muscled shoulder, 
and this right hand lifting up your tender head 
to see the me-in-thee, you-gripping-me 
and all the we of be. It flees and screes and 
after-shes, like treading flint-seethe grey 
on crumbling slopes adown at Sherringham.... 


2 Eccentric 


And then up late with that I find, 
to try to ditch the glitch on phone 
(I failed), I find myself outside, lost 
in garden, paper (cracker) hat, shirt and 
shorts, with stars and gibbous moon 
and Jupiter and Mars, seas. 


48. 'Mad Monday' - Dec. 23rd. 


Dark flood at a junction, 
rippling in wind which sways 
empty poplar tops, 
churned by pressing dread of weighty tyres, 
running back into that grey mirror... 


Dour shawls sliding across a grey sky. 
Monochrome studies: pigeon flocks 
scatter and reform, wheel over tree silhouettes, 
settle in close line on a church roof-ridge. 


Concrete troughs of wintered flowers, 
dinky and irrelevant, shiver and flap 
under gnarled thorn boughs. 


We trawl the ’Mad Monday’ labyrinths, 
half list, half impulse, following noses 
into dead ends, rescued by the staff 
pointing their wizard ways to troves of deals. 


Elves, dwarves, lake-men and orcs, 
wargs awkward on two legs: all shuffling along 
looking puzzled in Wilco’s. 


And out into the night of Christmas lights 
strung across pedestrian ways 
under full moonface of the tall town clock, 
milling and standing knots of crowd 
talking of rolling or cooking joints. 


For howling winds of night all died away, 
and lashing rains of morning are no more. 
People slow and smiley 
full of various cheer. 


Festival’s caravan at the last inn 
before the terminus of Hobbiton, 
dancing a slow waltz at the ’Prancing Pony’. 


49. Master in the Hall 


Though I keep nothing that was yours 
and think our years a big mistake, 
yet I wonder where you open doors 
and ponder on what paths you take; 


for though I know you love me not, 
since what true love forsakes love true, 
but still, I gave you all you got, 
fulfilled those inlaid fantasies for you; 


oh, I do love where still I hate; 
and as this wintering festival arrives, 
when I am filled up, and the hour grows late, 
I think on what has been midwived: 


a herald from a docked longship appears 
to sing a jewelled tree born out of tears. 


50. Christmas 


It’s clear by now that light is born; 


it’s clear by now the tree is ta’en; 
it’s clear by now that day is dawn; 
it’s clear by now the beast is slain. 


What walks out of dark wood, blood-blurry, 
bearing the caring of our cradling tears, 
robin sings bright to and says cheery, 

‘Cast down deep, transfixing fears. 


It comes powerless and helpless to you, 
laid on your doorstep; you mun be true. 
It canna cope; you are its hope in blue; 
gi’e it home; take it in; you will do.‘ 


Where robin sings and berry rings, we will 
protect this day and ever-may until... 


51. Returning Treasures 


Sunshine poignant after rain, 
under a receding cloud-loom, 
gilding the bare thorn-weave in hedgerows 
brushes of pollard trees on sunfire. 


Ivy flickers, a pigeon’s wing flashes 
a bright blade cutting air. 


Driving back towards the ball of fire, 
sans children now, by virid verges, 
and empty grazing fields, 
under a beneficent blue, 
low cloud lit to shining, but 
for stubborn bars of threatening dark... 


A field-edge avenue of oaks portray 
complex and ancient gestures, emerging 
from their ivy cloaks. 


The senatorial oratory of grown trees, 
each in turn interrogated 
by the irresistible emperor, Sol, 
as I travel, surviving the intermittent 
lakes of molten gold — they drain; they drain; 
and long-legged shadows have stolen the dregs. 


52. Apparition 


The wind is evil in the night, 
a whistling, knocking, booming sprite; 
and yesterday I woke to fright, 
an apparition in plain sight — 


shirt dancing on a hanger. 


I saw it in the mirror clear 
and lurched up; it was still there; 
I stood; it did not disappear; 
the ruffling, juddering fear — 


shirt dancing on a hanger. 


Outside my door a passageway, 
a pull-up bar, where we array 
the shirts to dry, through night and day, 
winter and wet. I saw, I say 


shirt dancing on a hanger. 


And yet I have a rational face: 
window ajar to dry the place; 
under bathroom door a space 
for a draught to play its ace — 


shirt dancing on a hanger. 


I well know resonance can do 
happenstance, triple-alpha too,* 
odd alignment from the blue 
(the whinnies shall run thee through) — 


shirt dancing on a hanger. 


I put my hand upon the shirt 
to still it, quell its smart; 
slid it forward, nothing hurt. 
“Stop it, now,” I told my heart: 


“Beat quietly on your hanger.” 


*the triple-alpha process gets us carbon in nuclear fusion 
and is the result of a highly unlikely resonance. 


53. Shelter 


Cans rolled all last night, gust boomed, gale spat wet, 


ran repertoire of shrieks and snarls and moans, 
though, in fairness, kept the howling pack home, 
and nothing stirred within these quiet rooms. 


Now still they swagger, hoarse and fitfully: 
I hear them banging down the street; then, “Ooooo!” 
Hazels shake wild trails over a swathed sun 
who jewels-up rain-spatter on the pane 
and seeks out lenses of my spectacles. 


With padded teamwork, clouds soon interpose: 
I watch his bright struggles to break free, 
close my eyes to experience the circus 
of gust, tree, gale, cloud and sun, flickering 
within my eyelids, a rosy shelter. 


54. Lassitude 


A still, dry day, 
sun tormenting with his joy 
blue hemisphere and all within:— 
turn full away and yet 
brick walls hurt eyes. 


Pair of sparrows chirp and fly; 
children in the street at play 
fill all the interval 
with shout and echo, dispute 
running on to exclamation. 


Up to brunch; need a shave. 
Deep in night, dream broke mooring, 
drifted far from shores. 


Now, flotsam on a sea of light, 
salting all wounds, 
drowning in meditation... 


55. The Furnace 


Indigo sky, high contrail clarity, 
sun unfettering, the least albedo 
angled image of his furnace blinds. 


White-gold halo round his branding disc 
not haze but overspill of that walled city, 
a vast sprawl bleaching out the least blue light. 


Evergreens glow gladly; bare trees ghosted 
to transparency where they interpose... 
At the right angle, I would dazzle you! 


Unflocked and chirping, small birds, returned, 
flit quickly to sit with their backs to Sol: 
warmed, haloed — a lot to say with few words. 


56. Bug-Resolutions 


My little girl (14.75) texts: Daddy, how do? 
I’ve got an earache. Ouch! and Ooh!’ 
I send: ’Brush teeth, gargle, ENT through.’ 
Then later tell her: ’I’m getting it too.‘ 


It’s all very well, these good resolutions; 
we need effective medical solutions. 
I know my brandy will not last the course; 
I need a dandy, mentholated ’horse’. 


We may say we’ll do better, post-feasting low, 
but viral cheerleaders shout: ’Go-go-go! ‘ 
Bacterial board meetings held on your cheese; 
no wonder you can feel a wheeze. 


Get through the worst of it before 
you do your push ups or jog out that door. 


57. Kitchen Window 


Back to rain and dripping tap 
happy to tom-tom for winds‘ wooing; 
trees are inspired to sway in their spaces; 
the gurgling fridge concurs. 


Wind-and-rain arranger, 
maestro of this unquiet oeuvre, 
on an open-top, double-decker cloud, 
knows he must forsake us, 
peripatetic, his aerial troupe 
blows the show away and on 
over blue — which tears an aperture 
behind the hazels. 


Now comes the sun, the fridge falls 
silent but for a trickling rill. 
LER: light-emitting raindrops. 
Tree-shadows dance on shining blinds. 
I screwed the loose-tongued tap 


shut some time ago; 
my coffee awaits. 


58. The Passing of the Grey* -a 
Nightmare 


It’s cold outside a night; yet I am colder. 
The year is very old; but I am older. 
Of my phaeton pair, I must say the grey 
has died today. Inside I am grey: 
one horse down and I nearly broke my crown. 
The dark stallion whinnied, both ears down: 
dead love lay bloodied by a pistol ball. 
What else could I have done? Such a bad fall! 


No longer will they tear me near in twain; 
it is the dark one will direct again. 
Now more sedate he seems, yet still in shock; 
his coal flanks shiver as hooves click on rock; 
with sharp anxieties his wide eyes rove; 
yet he consents to bear me from the grove. 


*This is a mythology. No horses were shot. Just Love adying 


59. Golden Evening - A500 


On the way back from Stoke, 
the black, the blue, the gold: 
magnified in his last flooding 
before gates of cloudbank veil 


horizon’s scaly struggle, his great eye 
scanning intimately over silhouette 
signatures, indiscriminate in passion 
offers each one his bright oblivion. 


I thought I only dreamed of evenings like this 
or in naive hymns to inspire empire men, 
tattooed on my imagination in the choir; 


but the gold is worth more than ever I dreamed; 
and it streams out of me so lucky 
I am to need to look to find to write to you. 


60. New Years Eve 


Two New Years Eve Verses 
Versus what? we asks, Precious. 


1 


Dour has made a comeback 
for old year’s end in phlegm: 
it’s still and grey and showery, 
dark and damp again. 


There’s nothing out there moving — 
What? Birds flick from a tree? 
Heart’s bumping hard in pleasure; 
as my blackbirds blink at me. 


It’s mild. See lawn’s still growing — 
It nearly brims a tear 
to think first look had shut away 
mind blinkered, tracked and drear. 


Here’s my advice to anyone 
with windows beaded rain: 
just step outside your door awhile; 
renew your sense again. 


2 


Know for true northerners signifies Yule; 
to me just a calendar; not of their school. 
Corrupted by Cambridge and Oxford and Borth, 
though I was born a true son of The North. 


After Samhain, Solstice and Christmas I’m spent: 
apart from the money, my stamina’s rent. 


Can’t work up a lather for fanfare of years, 
or choose (beyond whisky) ‘tween port wine and beers. 


I’ve a cough and a wheeze and I’m too tired for owt 
but to switch on the TV, watch Jools lurch about. 
The fireworks been going for nights in these parts; 
to add to their tumult, here’s one of my farts. 


You paddle in fountains; I’ll puddle in gleams. 
It’s a long haul to springtime — the Warm keep your 
dreams. 


61. New Year Early Hours 


After the thousand firework bang salutes 
and Chinese lanterns drifting over stars 
(those classic UFOs, the fleet from Mars) 
there is baleful Mars, red eye of disputes. 


Stars are sharp, multitudinous and deep, 
and feathery that broad band of Milky Way. 
I stand alone and stare, and then not sleep 
until the dimmest grey of coming day. 


The love I had was there not half so real 
(no reference, nor in absentia now) 
as one heartbeat of that star-haunted field, 
such present, so impersonal a show. 


I never thought that I would get so dark; 
but as the days draw out, call in my ark. 


62. Piano Evening 


‘It is a soft evening,’ a Kerryman might say, 
as slow drizzle falls straight down on bare head. 
In Southwest, a crack of afterglow remains 
of a day, which had its winds and downpours. 


I have clean hands and my fingers remember 
tenderness you never really asked of me 
since those singing days so long ago 
that only a grey ship could reach. 


I sip a little port in case of teacup storms, 
dropping anchor back in the quay of See, 
dock-gazing beyond seal-way’s tonal swell 
to blue remnants where cold notes huddle. 


63. Islay Coffee 


Out again in sun, 
drinking a coffee 
my daughter made me, 
laced with peaty whisky, 
warm in a jumper, 
wearing my hat 
cocked against the glare, 


blackbirds easy with me 
under bare 
apple boughs there 
in the lush green grass, 
finding food — 
male skittish, 
female bold and fat. 


It’s a summer sky speeded up, 
hurling little white clouds across, 
yet down here breeze tickles. 


Here comes another wave of grey: 
the coffee is drunk 
the poem is written. 


64. The Barricades 


Someone has a rusty saw-blade 
deep inside my throat. I woke up 
in the night to find it diabolically so, 


and all today I have trailed about 
doing difficult, necessary things 
with utilities and bills and doctors, 


lozenges oiling the saw-blade (patient 
children in tow, twiddling with phones) 
to be told it’s viral — no release or magic pills. 


So I’ve thrown in Chinese chilli, tawny port 
and soups to clog that saw. Now I gargle. 
Two weeks, hearing more crackle than air 


through ribs, Doc. will say, Suffered enough. 
Take really serious tablets for ten days.’ 
Half-drowned gets full attention. 


65. Sanatorium 


Lucky to sit sipping ginger-root tea 

in no freezing nor flooding nor parching, 
treasuring blackbird’s full-flourished tryout, 
diamond cascade unheard since summer, 
ventured once only under this damp grey, 
(though he comes to perch in the apple trees, 
and regard me). 

It is so still today, 
hazels are easy feeding. A black cat 
prowls on back fence, mowling. 
We wait him out. 


66. Oh, Well... 


At the very last gasp of the holiday, 
team Urshie and I on cooking and coffee, 
cracking the whip on the vacuuming: 
“Go to it, Benny-boy,” and Joe taking out bins. 
“Put your shoes on first!” Nothing out there 
but precipitation and empty boughs; 
beyond rain-patterned windows, tops 
of the junipers slumped in misery. 


So I stride out to be drizzled on, find 
the birds still there, of course, peeping, 
not very happy either. Ha. Ink blotches 
and blurs as I write with gel-pen present. 


I shake the washing line, stand defiant, fat* 
like Rodin’s chunky statue of Balzac.... 


*Maybe not quite in that league. 


67. Twelfth Night* 23:50 


King of the Bean, not Mister Bean I hope. 
No gastropod, of wassail take a slug. 
Not going back to school, Lord of Misrule; 
but a couple of teenagers lying 
to be near me still flat out behind, on 
their Holly day at Daddy’s while I type 
buried in their quiet phones like mice, as 
the Yule Log dies in sullen slew of sparks... 


‘If music be the food of love play on‘ 
and thereby rhyme that Christmas lights are gone; 
unless you’d like small dryad in your tree 
to suffer one full year’s cacophony. 


Bye-bye Christmas. I think that I might live: 
for apples too, may my trees blossom give. 


*The poem is full of UK and European traditions EG 
The Apple trees were sprinkled with wassail to ensure a 
good crop. 


68. Epiphany 


Blackbird seems to wonder where I’ve been; 
hops on the table, then to water tin, 
shaking head in mirror, rippling sky, 
retreats as I sit down, not far to fly 
but flit to hazels. A last bounce for Joe, 
before the trio pack themselves to go. 
Lorries roaring and the roads’ buzz-saw: 
hurried worlds, slurrying intents devour. 


Now the wind returns with its whip and spurs — 
but Joe, lying down on damp mat murmurs 
over and over his chosen phrase, 
(sweet big lunk-head of his carefree daze). 


It’s how you love it, how you live it: sure, 
the grey rain-splatter of events endure.... 


69. January Roads 


1 Middlewich and Back 


No attention-seeking gimmick 
in a blank sky to distract; 
just the main features; 
trees, ivy wreathed, evergreens, 
telephone poles, pylons 
striding over fields to skyline 


only momentarily obscured 
as muddy water leaps up, 
or windscreen wipers 
continue regal greetings 
to that bleak crowd of everything, 
musing on their annus mirablis / 
annus horriblis, sweeping 
up and back above the grey 
puddle-covered road, 
chooser of our views. 


But then, on the way back, 
horizon opens a slate blue 
eyelid crack of backlight 
sustaining silhouette clarities, 
sieving form from muzzy dusk. 


Avenues which will be summer 
tunnels, reach darkening arms 
over this hapless windscreen, 
rending equanimity. 


2 Traitor 


Oh, this traitor doze: 
startling awake, am with you, 
love running me through. 


70. Still Breathing 


I lay and listened to the even breathing 
of a sleeper next to me. 
It was steady and unconscious, 
deeply sleeping peacefully. 


But no one lay by me there 
in my solitary, king-size bed. 
With books and drafts a third I share, 
little room for another head. 


I waited for the dream to flee: 
it would not go but slept on deep. 
stayed past my waking and head-shaking. 
A lovely sound to make me weep. 


Remembering then a stertorous wheeze 
seeming so close, but far away: 
murder of crows in distant trees 
gave the illusion power to stray... 


Yes, the bathroom was open and 
its window too, ajar a crack. 
I stumped out then, put wood in t’hole* 
and slumped quickly back. 


Now. All was quiet. But still I fret 
was it my will which sent it hence? 
I try to hear a breathing but yet 
cannot in the street’s open ambience. 


This was no rough conjure of crows, 
though still some faint machine noise may 
have cast that glamour on my day. 

It seemed so real. Who knows? 


*means ’shut the door’ 


71. Night Drizzle in Asda Car 
Park 


Black boughs through streetlights: — 
raindrip sparkle circled smiles, 
soft hachures / plashes on light furred 
in broad puddles, blap, blip, 
slip in stream, 
slow guttering sidelong. 


All is liquid, lambent, mild, 
and am I yet a little child, 
suffering my own self to be 
rained on in this dark astir, 
then listening to rhythms blur 
on tin car roof, writing to thee 
after my work is through 
this mellow night in Crewe. 


72. Cloudy with Blinding 
Intervals 


After days of grey, compromising smiles, 
this pied and very painted sky returns: 
dark threateners of rain below white flocks 
crowding the innocent blue and shining 
wherever Bel* might shoot far, puissant beams. 


Cloudy with blinding intervals. My eyes 
punished with green dots and blotches inburned 
through empty sticks of elder, now wind knocks — 
it dithers bones of tall grasses. Confined 
deep gleams to clouds, in turn filled with bright dreams. 


The drama of the disc’s return. Blind me 
again, great Bel, and stretch my smile to split 
in laughter at garden deliquescence. 

But you subside instead, leaving me sane. 


*Bel / Belanos — Celtic sun / fire/ light god, still having 
shrines in Asturias, I believe. 


Evening 


The long dark western cloud is edged with fire, 
its underskirts rent with a fearsome gold, 
hemisphere most cleared to blue, a half moon, 
bulbs a white eye, floating impossibly 
within its cosy Newtonian way 
simple visible focus of complex 
Lagrangian dragon, tail wrapped round earth. 


But I cannot fly there, trailing schooled dreams, 
driving through shells of January streets. 


Night (Night) 


All my skin shivers with a viral cold 
inside the mere symbol of my suit. 
Stars, baleful watchfires in an emptied realm 
slunk to citadels hidden in wastes 
huddling round yellow suns like ours 
invisible to all but keenest eyes 
of deep astronomy... But none break 
radio silence, or else so far away 
their shouts are travelling yet 
vast distances of interstellar voids, 
imprinted with magnetic hiss — 
yet nearer now to me than you are, 
Catherine. 


73. Inconsequence 


What I choose to scrutinise 
must show itself as clear 
only as questions I set. 


Since it is the daylight I examine, 
I’ve never known a year more full of sun, 
which even now brightens on my wet-room door 
and empty tin of beans on kitchen top 
by cooker I have yet to clear away. 


Between the juniper and yew, 
he climbs to his low zenith for the day 
out of a grave season, 
come to kiss my eyes with bliss 
like a father dazzling in his prime 
greets a weeping infant fretting 
in the darkness he finds spun within 
his own callow heart. 


So when so young I heard the drop forge 
darken rooms, when colanders 
had a thousand eyes and round 
light switches boggled hard 


I would run to the radio left faint on 
and put my ear to hear the music play, 
that cultural sunlight easing 
the dark heart-beating fears away. 


I had forgotten just how golden is the light 
of winter sun all day long: 
pure gold mornings and evenings, 
white gold noons, red gold at first 


of dawn and last of sunset — rare 
to see it all way clear of cloud. 


The gleam, meanwhile has gone: 
the long unasked questions 
long unanswered. 


74. A Start 


Ah, and it’s not far into the new year, 
all too familiar the scrub, the brush, the wire, 
the induviae, stubborn in their niches, 
all against a white-grey sky, smooth 
as the wall of an egg — the gestures: 
the green men, nightmare-masqued; 
the drama cadres, the fey painterly, 
the knights in ivy armour never reaching 
catatonia but approximating it as 
eyes are riven back to driving routines, 
the blower bakes and is turned down 
with the news, always depressing. 


Yes, and all the hues, too, of the sticks, 
from brown to red, their fan and spread, 
the tangled thorn hedges a prince might 
take on to reach a castle of deep sleep. 
And then I worry at my emptiness. 
no introjection / projection, whimsy 
floating inflating, no bright, elusive flight 
from these field-guards, these leaning rakes 
and shock hairstyles, tiggy-winkle-wild 
that trail on by to dark-hollow dusk. 

But, oh, the husky heart starts here — 
and how truly to start, but from nothing? 


75. Undress Rehearsal 


“Once there was a way to get back home” 


“Ok. You’re on.” 


Someone closed a big arc-light circuit breaker 
and bare trees reprise; 
but there is no dance today. 


It is just the big pix morning 
for the programme and the posters; 
though the chorus just can’t help crooning, 
so in love with their show (and their choirmaster). 


“Silver those birches, nicely! 
Get a good gold-green on that grassy bank!” 


Now just the black and gold, 
visor down, 
on light, over light, intro light so bright 
I ride like an eternal photonic being, 
each car roof its own enduring shard of sun, 
and a lorry swirls on up a shining atomisation 
of droplets. 


Bizarrely a hawk flaps down 
almost on my screen 
between me and the Ford in front — 
gold-black blurring agility 
echoing its scrabble in the air. 


But returning, just how full 
can you cram a sky? The director’s 
crowd scene. Get out your watercolours. 


Today we make good jigsaw pictures.. 

Great bellied monsters almost scrape the land 
but hang there unconvincingly. 

"Looped and windowed rags‘ rise pitifully, 

and the whole vault is shot with beams: 

ugly towers of Stoke beautified 

to their architect’s satisfaction, 

for Peters and Janes and busy cranes. 


And who am I and what am I about? 
What part have I 
in all this orchestrated musical? 
Where is my golden ticket? 
Lost , I guess, in the wind’s mazes, 
somewhere beyond a slipstream. 


76. A Long Way 


“What a long way we have come,” 
says the privet hedge in grey light, 
damp dusk stealing down 
more slowly already. 
oK 
“Hundreds of millions of miles,” 
I say, 
“the way 
of the world rolling 
in its gravitic groove, bead 
on the sun’s bracelet. 
K 
But you fidget 
less than I.” 
oK 
“That’s true,” 
she says, with a little ruffle 
of faint assent. 
*... and the traffic and the dogs and the drone of a 
prop somewhere deep in the cloud, Joe laughing 
at nothing, sipping his tea next to me, the net 
of the trampoline like a diaphragm in stirring wind; 
and there is a peace which passes understanding... 
oK 
The trampoline is flumping again, the 
laughter spilling out. 
oK 


“But then,” she adds, 
“T do like to doze and mull things over.” 


*Then of course there is the sun circling galactic centre 
and 
the galaxy moving with regard to the Cosmic Microwave 
Background. 


77. 2 Poems: To January and Of 
Silence 


January emptiness smarts on skin, 
cleansed, braced, embracing sentience to begin 
at this beginning: shake off the cough, thrive 
in flock shock, aggregate your ideas, shrive 
your orts — induviae* hung to dry or rot — 
make more memories as others are forgot. 
With all the fuss of festival, though hard, 
welcome workaday, stamp boots in back yard. 


It’s true life on ground is sparse and bleak slows, 
hardly frays, though mud-splashed, and little grows, 
yet as always we can look to the sky; 
and though the grey may linger for our sigh, 
birds play dragons where their agile flocks span 
and blinding sun will make what love he can. 


*induviae are the leaves(and other things like seeds or 
fruits) that don’t fall but wither on the tree. 


Of Silence 


You say I don’t know what true silence is? 
Alone in dark I always hear a hiss; 
it’s true, a tinnitus* tells me I live 
and robs me of a silence that might give 
simple respite through night or day, a state 
to steep in, deep suffuse and meditate. 


And yet I do know what true silence is:— 
denier of love, injunction against bliss, 
halts inhalation and makes the step infirm. 
In loneliness we suffer cold yet burn. 

It is ’the rest...‘ before and after breath, 
wraps our brief interim in, Oh, a death. 


*Ringing in the ears — a very common affliction. 


78. 'Do you Know...' and Stay 
Winter 


"Do You Know...’ 


Oh, and we must go again 
on damp, shining roads, 
sliding from track to track 
to ease the slot of purposes, 
trailing out spoor behind. 


Indiscriminate that sun 
and yet must fret about 
the birches caging light, 
on bonny, scrubby banks, 


and finds us, strobes 
through flicker-wicker 
fast it so judders brain 
me leaves and waiting 
at a junction half insane 


wondering who and where 
I am or whether I can 
drive and my way find 
today and yet back 


I come out of the blue 
into the slate-cloud rack 
heaping up for dusk, 
buzzing, all lines 
heavy with poetry. 


Stay, Winter. 


I won’t wish winter days away 
took long enough to get here — 
emptiness, familiar on the tongue 
and to the touch. We’ve hardly felt 
its grip as yet on these mild shores. 
For most of us it’s still to snow. 


The wet blows that let floods 
wreck homes on plains and river drains 
at least weren’t icy. We’re not Quebec, 
tormented six months. Though as north 
as Baffin Bay, Sou’westerlies warm us, 
North Atlantic Drift grazes these shores, 
brimming with gannets and sunfish, 
blue-whales and porpoises. 


January has been a toothless huntsman 
these several years — March a mad thing 
of blizzards. February always has had 
evil fits and will yet. 


But I fear April (run she will). This time 
the blackbird might tear out my heart 
with diamond knife not suture it. 


79. Anxieties and 'Love You To' 


Anxieties 


I saw a knot of knots on sea 
knotting and re-knotting, 
yes, a great Gordian* dragon 
in the puzzle of a sky; 
yet whether such sight 
was simply a symbol 
that deep called to me — 
I turned then to my Daddy 
still, monocular to eye. 


But Daddy decades gone 


and mother, strong, Operatic 
Romance, in dusk years, 
now bent-backed, bowed 
though chuckling still sharp 
in dignity sleeping in warm 
bed foot of that tall summit 
we all must climb — and may 
she take her time; may 
we all, all take our time. 


*The Gordian knot was one which couldn’t be untied. 
Knots are birds that gather in great flocks during winter 
months. 


“Love You To’* 


Being here is everything, 
cheek warmed by the sun. 
Now I am poor I measure 
lack of pain as pleasure 
and the sun my treasure; 


pushing pen, not pumping iron, 
crafting poems, not chopping food, 
posting a verse, not banging that siren. 


It’s strange where fate leads; 
and how re-shape our needs: 
firm limbs pruned, cut back 
yet feather out another track. 


It would be foolish to expect 
poetry for ever: any day fecked 
by new patterns in weather. 
Global warming may yet come 
to me: some busty woman fool 
me back to Aphrodite’s school, 
Eros dawning. I get it while I can, 
poetry, sun, spill out these beans, 
indeed ’before I’m an old man’. 


* Track title from ‘Revolver’: Beatles. 


80. Dusk Thoughts 


Tangle of lissom branches, 
intricate twig assemblies 
trailing, curving, looping, so sway 
inimitable waves to dusk 
beyond window panes, writing 
(though mind must meet them half way there) 
subconsciously on my cortex 
a fractal and rhythmic delight. 


As did gestures of trees passed by 
breezily on roads to clients 
(paired with my own projected reach) 
scribe directly on my brain their 
neurone linkages. 
Sun enquired 
of retinal health, and of the 
trees of veins which feed my eager 
yet ageing vision. 
Don’t they say 
the brain is plastic? Wilderness 
of thick bramble, furze and thistles 
is a far better metaphor; 
and no trauma of gardener 
but a battered-hatted Bombadil 
in crashing yellow boots — 
Ego 
in all its unfettered glory. 
But, hush. Let the young hazels 


and bushes sway; and let the nightfall 
robe itself in gathered shadows. 


Just that thought transports me deep back 
to teenage years, walking in dark 
the seven mile trek from Grandma’s: 


‘fearing the moon’s mad hollow 
and laughing still, glowing roads 
ember in triumph to the amber lights’.* 


*From a poem I wrote when 14 years old. 


81. A Little Catkin Spring 


No sooner have they dropped their leaves 
than willows almost glow with yellow suede. 


This cloud-bright, stilly day 
picks out the shades and tints of bark and buds; 
sky lifts its skirts, teasing and coy 
like a sweet girl sent to veer 
a kingly heart from tragedy. 


Yes, yes, I wish’, but sing; 
and now a mellow sunlight at my back, 
cloud-filtered dream, joins in with me; 
the lights allow me time to type this verse; 


but roads run carefree so I rubberneck 
at many catkins hung so thickly by, 
a little yellow spring in January. 
Windless now, 


they will not shake their tails at me today. 


I drive on to the city and its fumes, 
‘improvements’ that clog up its veins with rage; 
and yet delight stays with me 
all the way — 


still smiles me as I type this page. 


82. Will You Gobble de Gook? 


Suddenly news is full of wow about 
warm quantum coherence, 
already demonstrated 
in plant photosynthesis, 
bird navigation and 
our sense of smell. 


Now following hard on realizations that 
a single neuron is a ’processor’, 
hard evidence for sweet quantum vibrations 
within neuronal microtubules, 
orchestrated by memory and synaptic music, 
played through protein polymers, 
anharmonic as an Indian raga, 
to dance out a ballet of brainwaves, 
in line with fine-scale self-organizing 
processes in the ’proto-conscious’ 
structure of quantum reality... 


Yay-days! for Roger Penrose and Stuart 
Hammeroff who dreamed it up 
twenty years ago, laughed at 
by the skeptics all this while, 
so we keep our mouths ready 
in case it might all just fold up 
and fall like a card tower. 


Hammeroff — a great name for 
an anaesthetist. Yes. Let me appeal 
to his magic to dampen down all 
that microtubular activity nicely tonight 


and let me get some damn-good, 
uninterrupted sleep. 


Penrose does not believe these processes are like 
computational algorithms — the mind is not a machine in 
that sense of the word. 


83. Moon Illusions 


Last night the moon rose ocher, 
illusory giant at the end of the street 
within the proscenium of her theater, 
cloud-curtains open. 


Upon that expansive disc what memories 
written from streams of tears 
to her dry parchment, the deed of time?.. 
And what resonant chords may stir 
to blinked-back blurs in those who fix 
their eyes on her inexplicability? 


You could tell from dusk something was afoot: 
dark blue conflated colors to monochrome 
tyranny: 

black tree silhouettes, muddy salmon 
hues in darkness of clouds, a hint of bile, 
as if a green sun’s ghost had combed 
the memory of a tragic sky, 

all succumbed, 

all died into blue embrace, at the end willingly. 
Jupiter announced himself and fringes 
of occluding nuage, raven-winged, flew on. 


I look with something in my mind lolling 
helplessly like a panting dog’s tongue 
at this sandy moon deranging all I tune 
at road’s foot — a ruin of a rune, near full 
and huge and yellow-book of desert ending. 


84. After Rain 


Finally you are here and walking; 
we step skip slip over surprising 
sluices, ruts on verges — bad cars. 
And the puddles want to meet 
though no rain now disturbs us. 
"Watch that step — it’s a doozy!’ 
Wet-foot I laugh it off. We tiptoe 
onto the broad, safe flags. There. 


So the clouds have drawn back in; 
the pastel midday and the gulls 
fled squawking, dulled to lead; 
and you came back from London 
"Les Mis’, to daddy who missed you. 
We quarrelled; then you kissed me. 


85. The Way it Goes 


Sunday sky, mixed messages, metaphors. 
There is a classic stack of smoke signals, 
there a threatening mass, gurning Odin. 
While we buy herbs, nature decides for us 
to furnish clear blue sky, liquid dazzle. 
And yet again we drive with visors down, 
silhouettes on fire ahead and every 
car a mirror for the sun. 


Hedge-high sun picks out every small tussock: 
dark crevasses yawn in gold-green pasture 
and in our heads as her* fierce questions strobe. 
We grit our teeth, with smarting eyes drive on 
under fire, though straddled with sunburst on 
crazy road twists, by turns betrayed and saved. 


As always in a winter afternoon 
time tells against our sweet adversary — 
when she stops punishing we will miss her. 
Each bush, hedge, tree fills basketwork of fire. 
A gritter flings its handful, rattling sour. 


Far over rolling field and Cheshire plain, 
sun paints out, in masterly style, white line 
of chimneys and buildings, echoed in sky 
by a low, fat duck procession of cloud 
as ornaments pinned over mantelpiece 
of a pastel horizon. 


Already Ravenwood’s in sombre shade 
and its birches stand like thin ghosts in shock 
on this still day looking down on ’Van Gogh‘ 
fields, painted with light on ice-tracks between 


tall ridges sown with winter corn, shining 

the young shoots — while pigeons soothe and ravens 
invade our minds, rending intensity 

to wreckage of a stunned minute’s dreamtime. 


Ourselves regained in part, the long plateau, 
a cold wind whines, ’Ice?‘ rhetorically 
and every laboured breath is refreshing 
as a mint. On Raw Head, raven-circled, 
a flock of jackdaws squabbles in a field 
below, and later when we’ve dropped down far 
returning to the car, Chinese dragon, 
a flock of finches passes forever 
buzzing us within its coils a little while — 
fragments bubbling after. 


*Hobbit-like, I have decided the sun is feminine today. 


86. No Cause to Mourn 


There is no cause to mourn. 
The day is bright enough, the frost 
a phantom easily frightened 
by a few gritters. Behind the fence, 
a yellow digger is busy 
in some foundation trench. 
We bump along the bottom: 
activity persists. 


There is no cause to mourn, 
but what is it written on birch 
bark rolled up round the trunks 
of trees, and what resonance 
colludes the stark oaks marking 
field boundaries? Nothing, 
none, our philosophies tell us, 
though trees do plenty more 
than dress our attention 
when we need to cling. 


The soft pastel mist the sun wakes 
and disperses on hillsides 
cannot diagnose what lies 
behind our eyes 
or why long sighs yet 
pull at breath 
after all this time. 


A vacancy looks out on plenary. 
‘It is good to be out and doing,’ says 
a dead-end driving dual carriageways, 
a full stop in the mobius of a Wake. 


I am taken like a printer-head across a page, 
my shuttle over the loom of days. 


A client cancels, maybe lost her job, 
but though there is no other to console, 
I do not consider myself special, 
stand by the rampart 
made of sandbags heaped. 


On the way back, I stop to buy a tin 
and the till woman bantering-flirting 
with a big old man ’bout lottery numbers, 
her birthdays, wedding, christenings, whatever — 
a daft grin splits easily 
my dead face: 
I come away laughing. 


87. Winter Dream 


I trawled out a net of words to catch you; 


but you slipped from it and my kisses, 


through raking sieves of upheld fingers — 
the ship long-lost in silting sand 
till only ribs are left to strain the sea. 


Mussels cling and barnacles adhere 
till not an inch of sea-steeped timber shows. 
on the long-shore biome of a low-tide-line 
Crabs dig in the bases, lug-worms bubble 
all around; and sanderlings, little flea flocks, 
run stilted slaloms, jabbing there and there. 


Yet here’s no fear, neither despair nor tear 
among slow, crisping foam, birds piping lonely glee: 
the sea has all the salt she needs from me. 


88. Between Lessons - Track 5. 


I look at me in the getaway, 
fragmented as a coin cascade 
bundling into my car again — 
some awkward gesture made of strain. 


It’s down to me to feel sorry for 
these broken strings of a troubadour; 
put ’Blonde on Blonde’ on — take the pain, 
as wipers wipe away the rain. 


(Chorus) 


They are flashing still, though nine months old, 
pieces of me that were your gold; 
I let them fall upon the road, 
hungry to find another mode. 


There’s no one else to stack my shelf: 
it’s, “Healer you must heal thyself;' 
so I go back decades, dig up light 
to glow again beyond my spite. 


(Chorus) 
(Middle Eight) 


Oh I hear saddening stories 
of old pupils dead and gone 
others tell you how they nearly died, 
find strength to walk on. 


Only you came back to have my heart, 
and then you felt its bitter smart, 


never realised all that was to lose 
or how we’d both be made of blues. 


I’m telling you just half the half, 
giving you the new mooncalf. 
You’ve much too much upon your plate: 
some lives simply don’t relate... 


(Chorus) 


89. Here lam 


Mid-day, mid-week sun gleams in a cold breeze 
and through my modest garden chirpy song — 
two coal-tits sparring in my apple trees, 
wings pulsing to deep-shadowed worlds long gone. 


Bubbles soft blown of strange fate trapping me, 
twisted in the thread of other’s sorrow; 
within the sad delusion of its mystery, 
narrowed neck catching at my tomorrow. 


I can’t pretend that love within me dies; 
yet perspectives have changed — it’s here I am — 
nor ever rid myself of all old sighs; 
yet you are like a late dream I wake from. 


The blues and greys have less to say today: 
they slide ungrazed upon their witnessed way. 


90. Bloody Jolly Winter Song 


Not a cloud in this blank blue; 
the sun lurks down behind the yew; 
the restless wind is feckless too: 
I’m out in shirt without a shiver. 


It’s sopping wet as it could be; 
not a single bird sits in a tree, 
no rasp nor chirp nor melody, 
as silent as was ever. 


Chorus: 


Get up late, lick your plate; 
little to mourn or celebrate. 
Got to make or mar your fate — 
starting tomorrow. 


Middle eight: 


Neither love nor hate has sway of it; 
just a little lust and that’s the weigh of it. 


Idle in the shadow of the yew; 
though much to be seeing through, 
unwilling and unable to, 
in what dreams deliver: 


scenarios of broken laws, 
of bars, of cinemas and claws; 
explore when nothing gives you pause — 
bolt-cutters, chains to sever. 


Chorus: 


Get up late, lick your plate 
there’s nothing to mourn or celebrate. 
Got to make or mar your fate — 
starting tomorrow. 


91. Refusal 


I won’t live in this empty, bleak 
misery of a sunken ground-zero, 
trees, black anemones 
straining the grey murk 
for microbes of dusk, 
rain-streaks distracting 
a bathyscaphe screen. 


I deserve better too than share 
leathern, drawn anxieties, 
waiting rooms, the sere care, 
the chronic torture there, 
numbered days corridored 
with forgetfulness. 


It is you I must let go to hear 
the cavalry of my own contentment 
rhythm shells of days, 


breathe easy in air, 
I never shared 
with you, flowing through 
my own lifelines, 
boyhood eager to work the pumps 
for this old deep sea diver. 


A thousand unsleeping eyes 
of hawthorn, dulled but watchful, 
as I lift this pearl. 


92. Bird Day and 'Quickie' 


Bird Day 


This mild, wet, January morning 
there are so many birds singing — 
’chirrup, cheep’, and at back there 
real melodies ventured — 
as if it were spring 


Sudden invasion of crows 
shredding the air with ’kraaks’, 
more than any morning all year — 
dark magic of their rasps, 
greetings banishing self-pity. 


"No worries, mate. No worries!’ 
they say, like some blunt 
Australian. But be advised, 
be wise not to believe them. 


Brer Nature would do you down 
and laugh at you, yet 
you'd be laughing too 
with human power more 
raucous, complex, self aware 
than any bird. 
Oh. Or paranoid. 


The sun decided after all 
to flaunt a late fling 
warming morning. 

And of course, that’s what 
all the birds knew. 
Their tweet-sweet laugh 


on me a tittering 
pleasantry. 


Quickie* 


Sky darkens 
loosed cloud Krakens, 
suck up daylight, 
muscling tentacles. 
Life sharkens. 


Electric eels 
spray fields 
and the bang. Ah! 
Hard on, sudden. 


Raise the baton 
a little pause. Yes? 
rain-burst batters 
like a deep fry. 


Mix with electric 
jolts the bolts 
and the nuts of it. 
A few more 
— and ONE for the scare! 
Gone. 


Peer out there. 
A blank grey — 
no more to Say. 


*To clarify. A twenty minute thunderstorm. 
Totally out of the blue and rather shocking with 
accompanying Cloudburst. 


93. Of Celeriac and Sweet 
potatoes 


Sweet steam rises from the roasts to be 
as I stand outside with colander 
and my own company, 
daughter holding kitchen, 
awaiting ordinary potatoes to be done. 


At least the last of the day is blue. 
I listen to horizon: a far jet, 
the faintest swish of tyre on wet 
road, past the tip and turning, 
a train ticking off to Sandbach. 


Clear air above, 
the steam twirls up towards, 
is drained out now and shades 
so easily where grey occludes. 


As I go in, it’s out she comes 
togged up in my hat and shoes. 


94. And the Little Magpie. 


Last time this month I hit the road 
to Stoke. “Hop it, little magpie!” 


To think, not long ago, trouble 
was how to dress out January 
other than in mummy-windings, 
though it is true her skies often 
closed in — coffin, sarcophagus, 
sealed tomb. “Scat, little bird, 
trailing your tail on the road!” 


Superficial though it is to divide 
a season into months — yet we’ve 
come a ways through winter 
(deeper into her, perhaps) and 
February usually a special brew. 
“Away, your long pied feathers 
from my tyres now!” 


What I have to let go 
is the delusion I ever really 
knew you — the end so weird, 
wrappings so bizarre. Discard, 
discard all that craziness. 
Keep filling bins, putting them out. 


“And, you, little bird. Aroint! 
You Started it all two springs ago 
with your shameful stubbornness, 
sitting on the road like that.” 


95. Counting to Hoisin 


Counting thirty seconds, microwaving 
a little plate of Chinese wraps, you know, 
to go with a roast half-duck, the kit bits — 
your poor ghost invades even my counting space. 


Meditating me out of that, let ghost 
be, yet let it go, so. Ninth-month rebirth of 
lone soul: torn caul — spicy fluid falls — 
savouring pungencies that leave me.* 


Growing, I shed you from me all the time, slough 
images, memories, associations, 
spreading the leaving-sadness thinly over 
our two years. 
How was it our happiness 
so steeped itself in deep deception, that blind, 
bitter goodbyes smear over sweet hellos? 


*Apparently: “The amniotic fluid swallowed in utero can 
taste strongly of spices like curry or garlic or other pungent 
meals.” 


96. Alas 


I’ve lost more than the furnace of a love, 
more than the presence and the being of you, 
much more than smiles and sympathies I rue 
and dreaming song and dance of stars above. 


I have lost a heartbreak, a grief, a death, 
the keenest pain that shuddered me to craze: 
a deep distraction made a maze of days; 
your absence pulled the drawstring of my breath. 


There was a muse in this miserable trail — 
in days of calm there’s no news worth a sale; 
in ease no urgent sorrow to bewail. 


In all I’ve lost what is it that I find? 
A clarity of thought and peace of mind. 
Give me your love again and make me blind. 


97. Stray Thoughts in the Grey 


Lunk: 


The real disturbs our ignorance 
but keyhole facts leave much of it intact: 
and there is thanks for that; 
there is thanks for that. 


Futility’s a mountain in the yard 
we go past everyday without a nod; 
and when all the photographs are charred 
the memories remain. How odd, 


it hits from decades back like a dart 
in the car, and we say 


“T don’t know what to do!” 
Splashes wet the wheel: 
for speed is very real, 
distance, time not true. 


These tentacles which whip 
from out the ocean blue 
are all to do with love 
and some with death: 
a little betrayal, sharp breath, 
can stay with us to rue 
like a deathbed regret. 


Each to their own 
sufficient goads and deterrents. 
Dangerous to tidy another’s 
delusions or derangements — 
cycles only sometimes 
converge in serendipity. 


Ah. But drink up, drink up. 
Next is on you. Mine is a pint: 
half of folly, half of forgiveness. 


98. Horses for Sale and Morning 
Walk 


Horses for Sale 
Gong: 


There are two going cheap, 
the dark and the grey. 
I’m selling ’cos their owner passed away, 
name of Lunk, died yesterday 
peacefully in his sleep. 
(Here, Assistant. Hold ’em a while.) 


These two are very versatile: 
horses for courses, 
horse-hairs for corsairs, 
hearses for curses, 
hisses for kisses, 
fine with kiddies or missus. 


You’ve heard the like, I’d say. 
Pulled a phaeton for months, if a day. 
Very good at crashes — go on, smile 
only kidding. Pulled many a mile. 
Got to sell ’em today. 

(Hold ’em still, there.) 


Like to sell ’em as a pair 
The dark he’s fiery and wiry — doesn’t care — 
run hard and then want to play. 
The grey is steady, has stamina, she’ll stay 
the course the while. 


Look at ’em nuzzling up to you. 
They’ve taken a shine. 
Look at those teeth! If it was to me 
I’d keep em. They’d be mine. 
But I’m broke. Need the dosh. 


Look at their demeanour. So posh 
so classy an act. You pursue 
your instincts with your purse. 
Buy em on that impulse, never curse 
or regret the day you met me. 


This is it? Let me weigh it. 
Let me spill it in my palm. 
Done! You'll not regret it. 
Never come to any harm. 


Now, Lunk. You’ve let them go. 
Let’s go too. Here’s to sunnier climes. 
It we skip sharp we’ll beat the snow. 


These are the two horses of Hate and Love conceived in 
‘Gifts and Shards Vol2’ : ‘Extremist’, and continued in 
‘Phaeton’ and ‘Shadows’. They are picked up again in 
‘Winter Trails’ : ‘Winter’ and “The Passing of the Grey — a 
Nightmare’. Now they are yours. Look after them well. 


Morning Walk 


Down past blushing council houses, 
warm in their salmon render, 
over the brook with mats of weed, 


up to the more salubrious ’Park’ 

estate in modern pic-n-mix style, 

chunky with porches and attic 

windows like a dog’s breakfast, 

parents streaming from the primary 

the two-buggy pavement-takers, 

smiling and primping as I approach, 
warming to drink-in the ’glamour’ 

of their shining motherhood, 

the singly striding mother with hackles up, 
the lugubrious mustachioed man who sniffs, 
the hill, telling me I need to get fit. 


But on top now, quickening pace, 
legging it in raw air like a baked Alaska 
inside out, cagoule unzipped to ventilate, 
I’m hot from the walk yet chilled 
by damp misery of the morning. 


Inside the clinic, self important, 
over-brisk nurses shepherd their herd 
one by one through routines performed 
so often they’ve worn grooves in them. 
We can’t be trusted to arrive on time so 
a constant feed for the consultant 
means a full waiting room and TV 
on a beige channel. My eyes pass. 


On the way back I do my cagoule up, 
walk moderately, in no hurry, yet cold 
lays a little whip on my flanks it’s true. 
Not a soul about now, only proximate 
rasps of tyres on wet roads punctuate. 
Some little girl said: ’Bare trees are boring.‘ 
I laugh but for the first time, end of this 
grey January, I deeply long for blossom. 
Well. I can whistle for it. 


Two seconds of songbird’s diamond trill, 
hidden in hedge edge of suburbia, 
rips the adamantine farce from face 
and I am big-babied as much as any 
Captain Cat ever was. That will 
do me for today, thank you. 


